36 Song* 

T , HI- 

Le I °r e n tW al1 yoW a<ft 'ons rufc 
And all your words be mild • 

Wlike the bleffed Virgin’s s’on, 
l hat iweet and lovely child 

tt- IV ‘ 

His foul was gentle as a lamb. 

And as his flature grew, 

He grew in favour both with man 

And God his Father too. 

V. 

Now Lord of all he reigns above. 
And from his heav’nly throne, 

He lees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for his own, 

SONG XVII. 

Love between Brothers and Siflers, 

I. 

W Hatever brawls difturb the feet, 
1 here fhould be peace at home ; 
Where fillers dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrels ihould never come. 
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